PYSHIC DIKES ON BIKES 


Short Pilot 
By 
Jennifer Barlow and Amanda Beard 


EXT. JOEY’S LOFT - DAY 


(A RED “HARLEY” IS PARKED OUT FRONT OF THE OLD BRICK BUILDING, 
SOMEWHERE IN DOWNTOWN L.A. THE PLATES SPELL OUT, “JOEY’S HOG”). 


INT. JOEY’S LOFT - CONTINUOUS 


(CLUTTERED WITH EMPTY PIZZA BOXES, BEER CANS, AND DISGARDED 
CLOTHES, THE VAST SPACE IS VOID OF FURNITURE SAVE FOR AN OLD 
SOFA AND TELEVISION, A CARD TABLE, A “BUXOM-LADY-LAMP” AND THE 
EMPTY BEER KEGS, WHICH ARE USED FOR CHAIRS). 


(ALONE IN THE CENTER OF THE ROOM, A PRISTINE LES PAUL GUITAR IS 
MAGNIFICENTLY DISPLAYED ON A SILVER STAND). 


(JOEY IS FAST ASLEEP ON THE SOFA. SHE’S AN ADORABLE, RAIL-THIN 
OUTCAST FROM NEW YORK, WHO LOOKS MORE LIKE A TEENAGED BOY 
THAN A GIRL. HER PINSTRIPED PANTS HUG EVEY CURVE OF HER LONG, 
SKINNY LEGS, AND HER TINY TEE SHIRT-- CROPPED BELOW HER TINY 
BREASTS-- EXPANDS AND CONTRACTS AS SHE SNORES). 


(THE DISTINCT SOUND OF HIGH-HEALED SHOES-- “CLICK-CLICK- 
CLACKING” ACROSS THE CEMENT FLOOR-- BEGINS TO WAKEN JOEY). 


(A WISP OF LONG, FLAXEN HAIR VANISHES THROUGH THE DOORWAY, AS 
THE FRONT DOOR SLAMS SHUT). 


(JOEY BOLTS AWAKE. NOTICING A NOTE ON THE TABLE, SHE SNATCHES IT 
UP AND READS). 


SULTRY WOMEN’S VOICE (V.O.) 
Wonder if you predicted this? I’m leaving 
you, Joey. Stop dreaming about that record 
deal and get a real job. 


JOEY 
(East Coast dialect) 
Stella?! 


(JOEY RUSHES TO THE WINDOW). 


(AS STELLA DISSAPEARS INSIDE THE CAB, AGAIN, ALL WE SEE IS THE WISP 
OF BLONDE HAIR ... AND HER HAND ... FLIPPING JOEY THE BIRD). 


(JOEY’S EYES FILL WITH PAIN. IN TRUE STAN KOWALSKY STYLE, SHE 
BELLOWS AT THE TOP OF HER LITTLE LUNGS...) 


JOEY 


(AS THE CAB SPEEDS AWAY, JOEY’S VOICE SHAKES THE NEIGHBORHOOD 
CAUSING DOGS TO HOWL). 


EXT. NATTY’S PLACE — ONE HOUR LATER 


(A SEEDY, DIVE NEIGHBORHOOD BAR IN DOWNTOWN L.A. JOEY’S HARLEY 
IS PARKED NEXT TO TWO OTHERS ... WITH PLATES READING, “MAX” AND 
“SPIKE’S”’). 


INT. NATTY’S PLACE - CONTINUOUS 


(MAX AND SPIKE PLAY POOL. CLAD IN FADED LEVIS AND BOOTS, MAX IS 
HEAVY SET, HAS A DEEP, LAZY VOICE AND A SOOTHING DRAWL. 


(SPIKE IS AFRICAN AMERICAN WITH A ROCK-HARD BODY. SHE WEARS 
FLASHY SPANDEX UNDER HER LEATHER CHAPS, AND SHOWS ALOT OF 
RIPPLED SKIN. SPIKE’S SPEECH IS INUNDATED WITH COLORFUL “STREET” 
INFLECTIONS). 


(JOEY, HUNCHED OVER AND DEPRESSED, SITS WATCHING THEM). 


JOEY 
I predicted it, you know, but not so soon. 
We had this ... arrangement. She don’t cook, 
she don’t clean, I don’t pay the bills. 


SPIKE 
Shake it off, Joey. You could do a lot better. 
Get yourself a fly chick. One that don’t nag 
your bony behind, all the livelong day. 


MAX 
Yeah, man. 


JOEY 
Listen to the two-a-yous. When’s the last time 


either-a-ya’ had any nookie? 


MAX 
I, um... well ...uh... 


SPIKE 
These candy-ass LA bitches all want the 
same thing. Bread, man. To buy their panty- 
hose, and their finger nail polish and stuff. 


(MAX CHUCKLES). 


JOEY 
This is funny to you? Cause it’s not funny to 
me. See the way I see it is ... we need to 
make us some cash, boys. We need to earn 
ourselves a respectable sort of income. 


(MAX AND JOEY STARE AT SPIKE). 


MAX 
What exactly are you saying, man? 


SPIKE 
Yeah, speak English, Joey? 


JOEY 
Read my mind, boys... 


(SHE PLACES HER FINGERS TO HER TEMPLES, SENDING THEM PYSHCIC 
THOUGHTS. MAX AND SPIKE BEGIN TO TREMBLE WITH FEAR). 


CUT TO: 
EXT. EMPLOYMENT OFFICE - DAY 


(IT’S A STARK, LOOMING, ANGULAR BUILDING WITH A SIGN OVER THE 
DOOR READING, “JOBS.” 


(AS THEY APROACH, JOEY, MAX AND SPIKE EYE THE BUILDING NERVOUSLY, 


MAX 
I don’t know guys. 


JOEY 


I’m telling you. I’m right about this. I’m 
always right. ‘Member when I predicted that 
Palmdale Earthquake? 


SPIKE 
Yeah. But that was the 56th after shock in 
twenty-four hours. Anyone could’ve 
predicted it. 


JOEY 
Yeah, but not anyone did. I did. I predicted it, 
see? Like anyone can paint a can of tomato 
soup, too. But Andy Warhol, he’s the guy 
that did it. 


(THEY DISAPPEAR INSIDE). 
INT. EMPLOYMENT OFFICE — MOMENTS LATER 
(MAX, JOEY & SPIKE SIT AROUND THE PRUDISH LITTLE LADY AS SHE 
SEARCHS FOR JOB LISTINGS ON HER COMPUTER. THE NAMETAG PINNED 
ON HER SWEATER READS “ENID SIMMONS”). 
MRS. SIMMONS 
(reading from the screen) 
Let’s see, now... 


(SPIKE, MAX AND JOEY STARE AT THE SCREEN). 


MRS. SIMMONS 
Here we go. Professional jobs. 


(JOEY, MAX & SPIKE EXCHANGE UNCOMFORTABLE LOOKS). 


SPIKE 
Professional jobs? 


(SPIKE AND MAX TURN TO JOEY). 


JOEY 
No, no, no. We don’t want no professional 
jobs. 

MAX 


Let’s not go there unless we have to. 
MRS. SIMMONS 


Well, all right, then... 
(SHE TYPES SOME MORE). 


MRS. SIMMONS 
Amateur jobs. 


JOEY 
Woah, that’s bunk. 


SPIKE 
Hey, we ain’t no amateurs, man. 


(SPIKE AND MAX SLAP EACH OTHER FIVE). 


MRS. SIMMONS 
Well, ... ladies, what kind of jobs are you 
looking for? 


MAX 
Uh ... how bout the “sit-around-and-do-nothing- 
and-get-paid-for-it” kind of job? 


(MRS. SIMMONS JUST STARES AT THEM). 


JOEY 
What Max means to say is ... a fun job! 


SPIKE 
There ya go, Enid. Punch in “fun job,” and see 
what materializes. 


MRS. SIMMONS 
There is no section for fun jobs. Look, ladies, 
perhaps you can be more specific as to exactly 
what you are interested in...? 


JOEY 


Well, ya know, we’re looking for something where ... 


you know, ya’ don’t have to think too much. 


SPIKE & MAN 
Yeah. 


MAX 


And maybe something ... out-doorsy. 

(JOEY & SPIKE NOD WITH APPROVAL). 
SPIKE 
Yeah, and something where we can be ... the 
center of attention! 
CUT TO: 

EXT. CITY STREET - DAY 
(CARS HONK OBNOXIOUSLY AT THE GIRLS AS THEY DRILL A HOLE IN THE 
MIDDLE OF THE ASPHALT. THEY ALL WEAR HARD HATS AND LOOK 
COMPLETELY MISERABLE.) 


MAX 
I thought this was supposed to be fun! 


EXT. STREET - DAY 
(THE GIRLS TURN OFF THEIR DRILLS AND REST. MAX WIPES HER BROW.) 


SPIKE 
This definitely ain’t fun. 


JOEY 
I should a predicted it. 
(THEY ALL SIGH...) 
SPIKE 


Wow! Check this stuff out! 


(WE SEE ONLY THE HIGH-HEELS OF A GORGEOUS LADY AS SHE SLINKS BY 
WITH HER MINITURE POODLE). 


MAX 
Nice! 

JOEY 
Tight! 

SPIKE 
Sweet! 


SPIKE (CONTINUED) 


What’s shaking, baby-cakes? Don’t tell me. 
I bet you’re a Libra, am I right? 


(WE SEE THE LADY’S FOOT STOMPING OUT A CIGARETTE.) 


LADY (OS) 
No, I’m not a Libra. 


JOEY 
Well, wait let us guess. I can feel it... 


SPIKE 
Aries! 

LADY (OS) 
No. 

MAX 
Capricorn! 

JOEY 
Leo! 

(THE DOG BARKS. ) 

LADY (OS) 
No. 

MAX 
Sagittarius? 

JOEY 
Virgo? 

SPIKE 
Gemini! 

MAX 
Aquarius? 

JOEY 
Taurus? 

SPIKE 


Scorpio? 


MAX 
Cancer? 


JOEY 
No, no, no. Don’t tell me. I got it now.... 


JOEY/MAX/SPIKE 
Pisces! 


(THE PRETTY LADY ROLLS HER EYES.) 


SPIKE 
That’s it. She’s a Pisces. 


(SHE STARTS TO WALK AWAY). 


LADY 
(sarcastic) 
How did you ever guess? 


SPIKE 
Well, funny you should ask us how we 
guessed-- shall we tell her, boys? We 
guessed because ... 


SPIKE/JOEY/MAX 
We’re the Psychic Dykes on Bikes! 


(THEY ALL LAUGH). 
SPIKE 
She’s leaving us. Now how can she just 


walk away like that? 


JOEY 
Hey, look. She dropped her card. 


(JOEY TURNS IT OVER. IT READS “ADRIAN FAIRCHILD - MODEL”) 


JOEY (O.S.) 
Adrian Fairchild. Model. 


(THE GIRLS EXCHANGE LOOK) 


MAX 


Uh oh. 


SPIKE 
Not another model. 


JOEY 
You know how us musicians love models. 


(JOEY STARTS TO RUNS AFTER HER ... BUT FALLS INTO THE DRILLED HOLE). 
JOEY (O.S.) 
(falling) 
(A LOUD CRASH IS HEARD BELOW. MAX AND JOEY WINCE). 


(JOEY EMERGES, DISHEVELED, WITH A BLACK EYE AND AN UGLY FAT LIP. 
SHE STRONGLY RESEMBLES SYLVESTOR STALLONE IN ROCKY) ... 


JOEY 
(calling to the model) 
Yo! Adrian! 
(JOEY TRIED TO PULL HERSELF OUT OF THE HOLE BY GRABBING ONTO 
THE BOTTOM RUNG OF THE LADDER. THIS CAUSES A CAN OF CEMENT TO 
TOPPLE OVER AND FALL ONTO SPIKES HEAD). 


SPIKE 
Ouf! 


(SPIKE STAGGERS AND FALLS INTO MAX, WHO TRIPS AND FALLS ... DOWN 
THE SAME HOLE ON TOP OF JOEY). 


MAX & JOEY (O:S.) 
(falling) 


(ANOTHER LOUD CRASH IS HEARD). 


CUT TO: 


EXT. BEACH CAFE (PATIO) - SUNSET 


(THE BARTENDER BRINGS OVER A PITCHER OF BEER AND A TRAY OF 
FOOD). 


BARTENDER 
Here ya go, another pitcher of beer ... 
another six orders of jumbo shrimp cocktails 
... and three cosmopolitans for the ladies. 


(CLOSE ON THE COSMOPOLITANS BEING SET DOWN ON THE TABLE. THREE 
FEMINE HANDS PICK THEM UP). 


LADY #1 
Mmmm. 

LADY#2 
Thanks guys. 

LADY 


You're the best. 


JOEY (O.S.) 
Don’t thank us girls... 


(REVEAL THAT JOEY, MAX AND SPIKE ARE ALL BANDAGED UP FROM 
THEIR PREVIOUS MISHAP. JOEY EVEN HAS HIS LEG IN A CAST). 


JOEY 
Thank our new jobs... 

SPIKE 
Here, here! 

MAX 
A toast! 

JOEY 
To disability! 

ALL 


To disability! 


(PULL BACK TO A SILOUHETTED IMAGE OF THE BIKERS AND THEIR DATES 
TOASTING WITH THE BEACH BEHIND THEM, AS THE SUN SETS OVER THE 
OCEAN. 


